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Mwaited to see If that scheming woman

: : .
sfreet from their door. “Graydon
etight to hear both sides of the story.”

He crossed the street with hesitating
#eps, His thin coat collar was button-
ol close about his neck; his gloveless

nds were wet and cold from the

t. As he stopped at the foot of

e stone steps a man came hurrying

ong, glancing at the house numbers

he approached.

“Do you know whether this is David
€able's house?" he asked.

Bansemer saw that he was a young
man and an eager one.

“I think it is.”

The other bounded up the steps and
mgng the bell. When the servant open-

the door Bansemer heard the new

lval ask for Cable, adding that he

as from oue of the newspapers and
zl\t he must see him at once.

Bansemer stoéod stark and dumb at
the foot of the The whole situa-
q‘on had rushed upon him like an ava-
Rnche. Hurbert had filed his charges,
#hd the hasty visit of the reporter
proved that David Cable was an in-
srument in them. The blood surged

his head
ock of increased rage,

“Qraydon against me! They've
won him over! Open the door! 1 want
my son!" Ile shouted the demand in
the face of the startled servant as he
pushed rudely past him,

‘“You here, young fellow, and
you'll hear a story that will fill a whole
paper. [ am J Where
fs Cable? Y

siLeps,

18

.\[:I\,

imes Bansemer,
' to the servant,

servant,

“Sh!” cried the frightened
pecognizing him. “Mrs. Cable is rest-
kg, sir.”

“What vou doing here?’ Ban-
gemer demanded of the reporter, exert-

afty resourceiulness in

g all his
- iy

“Cable has en elected pre
the” b 1 the
Cable hi {
way.

“C : s my son?" demand-
el Bans wudly, starti
the steps
and was 1 ominous
Cable clutched e stair rall and
glared d ! him in amazement
Before | 1 pull 1 elf together
sufliciently to reply Graydon Bansemer
Aurried past ! 1 started in alarm
at the unexn | nire below

“What i I lad?" he
“What has haj 1ed 7

“Ab Yon omet g conld

Im himseif.
sident of
just

man as

the

young

irted down stair-

for God ' exclaimed Ca
“Take v! He's yo father,
but if l« this Lo i\ minute
Jonger 1 g

The
shrewd « to wit!
exposed
in pros|

Graydo opped as if stunned
blow Bobliy Rig ning to
the head the stairs, followed by
Jane and another voung James
Bansemer nld not have been expect-
el to kno but Rigby and Miss
Clegg had come to tell these friends
that they were to be married in Decem-
ber

“Inill m Not if you can't do a
better job than von did the other night.
Here, yvou reporter, ask Mr to
axpiain the \ te that on
the lake | t. Oh, 1T knoy
fit! You've stan 1 i to ruin me,
I'll b We'll have a

woman

Cable
ry of affair

’ ¢
about

but

t 1 What are you talking
about? o1 Graydon, aghi

old vou
should

15t
about
think

¥ ‘ the
lake front, ¢h? 1 not.
See him cringe!”

Cable had indeed fallen
the wal halfway
and trembling
and h
as she

“Go back!” he whispered hoarsely to
her. She reached the banister and

Jleaned over, her eyes filllng with ter-
FOT aLer a VIIL glance at Jane.

“Take Jane she murmured,
realizing that the was to fall,

“I'll stop his shout-
ed Cable, leaping down the steps, his
eyes blazing. James Bansemer laughed
as he braced himself for the shock.
They did not come together, for Gray- |
don threw his big frame in the path of
the For an instant there |
was a frightfod uproar. Rigby and the
servarrt rushed to the young man's as-
gistance. The women were screaming
with terror, the men were shouting,
tiuu there was a violent struggle which
piayed havoc in the hallway,

“CMall the police!” shouted Rigby,

“You infernal traitor!” hissed James
Rangemer. “You claim to be Gray-
don's friend, and yet you are the one
who has led the plot to ruin me.”

“What does it all mean?” cried Gray-
don, holding the shaking Cable tightly.

‘Lhere was a moment of intense si-
Jence, except for the heavy. breathing
¢f the men, Graydon was staring
wide eyed at his father. He saw the
eruel, sardonic smile spread over his
face and shuddered.

“I've simply come to take you out of
the clutches of these people. I've

back against
up the white

His eyes

steps,
were raised,
Mrs, Cable

first to see

» from her room

1 .“'.I}',"
blow
infernal tongue!”

assallant

p there would tell you of her own
n fho hean't told vou. so I will
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It was past midnight when he lert

haughty Jane Cable was picked up on! David Cable's—not to go to his own
a doorstep, cast off by the woman who home, but to that of Elias Droom, He

bore her!”
The crash had come,

accuser stood like a tragic

the center of his stage, pouring out his
poison without a touch of pity for the
stricken girl who, after the first thrill
of indignation and horror, had shrunk

The heartless
player in high life;

knew now that the newspaper would
devote columns to the “sensation in
' he knew that Jane would
suffer agoniss untold, but he would noc
blame his father for that; he knew
that arrest and disgrace hung over the
| tall gray man who had shown his true

back into her mother's arms, bewilder- and amazing side at last; he knew that

1 ed,

“Call the police, if you like,” laughed | OWD
“]t , somewhere
offense to tell the nourished the hope that Elias Droom

| Bansemer, at the end of this tirade.
| Isn’t a criminal
trutle.
court, Mr, Rigby."”
“Jane, Jane,” Mrs.
muring, “I

Cable was

It will sound just as well in

mur-
might have saved you all

| this, but I couldn’t oh, I couldn’t pay

| the price.”

“You snake,” groaned
| and hoarse with rage.
| lled! There is not a worc of truth in
what he says., 1 swear it to you.”

“Ho, ho, By heaven, she hasn't told
you, after all!” cried Bansemer. *“You
still think she is yvours!”

“Father!” exclaimed Graydon, stand-
| ing straight before the other. David
| Cable had dropped limply into a chair

his hand to his heart. *“I won't stana

Cable,

by and hear you any longer, Take
back what you've said about her or |
I'll forget that you are my father

and”

“Graydon!” exclaimed Bansemer

falling back, his expression changin
| like a flash The smile of triumph
left his face, and his lip twitched
“NYou forget I—1 am dong this for
| your sake., My God, boy, you don't un-
derstand Don't turn from me to
them. They have”

“That’'s enough, father! Don’t say
another word! You've talked like a

Th { L Gray
1 5 ( {

madman See! Look what you've

done! Oh, Jane!” he caught sight o,

the girl on the landing and rushed up

weak
“Jane, he has

. Cheer up.

to her

“Is it true, Graydon; is it true?” shc
wailled, beating her bhands upon his
arm

“No, it can’'t be true! He's gone
mad, dearest.”

“Is it true, mother? Tell me, tell
me!’

Frances Cable's white lips moved
Hll”_\', but no sound came forth. Her
eyes spoke the truth, however, The
girl sank limp and helpless in Gray-
don's arms and knew no more. At the
foot of the steps Rigbhy was pointing
his trembling fingers at James Ban-
semner

“You'll pay for this tomorrow!"” he
was saying “Your day has come!

You cutthroat! Youn blackmailer!”
“Graydon!” ealled the father. “Come,

let us go home. Come, boy!”

| that

“Not now-—not now,” answered the
son hoarsely, “I'll—-I'll try to come
home tonight, father. I'm not sure
that 1 can, My place I8 here with |
her.”

Without a word James Bansemer

turned and rushed out into the street,

tears of rage and disappointment in |
his eyes. He had not expected the
gall, TUntil the break of day he sat in

his chill rom

his son's night

key, but Graydon did
not come home,
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CHAPTER XX,

: RAYDON sat with his
chin in his hands, dull
stricken, crushed. He
had heard the story of
his father's baseness
from Frances Cable, and he had been
told the true story of Jane. From
Rigby he learned of the vile transac-
tions in which his father had dealt.
At first he could scarcely believe his

im ears, but in the end he saw that

but half the truth could be told.

i
|

n waiting for the rasp of |

|

( shame and bhumiliation were to be his
ghare in. the division. Down
in his aching heart he

could ease the pain of these wretched
| disclosures.
1 As he traversed the dark streets
across town he was vaguely wonder-
ing whether Jane's eyes would ever
lose the pained, hopeless expression he
had last seen In them. He wondered
whether she would retract her avowal
that she could not be his wife with the
shame upon her; he rejoiced in her
tearless, lifeless promise to hold him
In no fauit for what had happened.
Distressed and miserable, he spent
the remainder of the night In Elias

Droom’s squalid rooms, sitting before'’

the little stove which his host replen<
ished from time to time during the
weary hours,

Droom answered his questions with
a direct tenderness that surprised even
himself. He kept much to himself,
however, and advised the young man
to reserve judgment until after he had
heard his father's side of the story.

“I've been loyal to James Bansemer,
Graydon, and I'll still be loyal to him.
He's not done right by other people,
but he has tried to do right by you.”

“If he wanted to do right by me,
why did he not tell me of Jane's—mis-
fortune?’ exclaimed the young man

bitterly.
“Because he really wanted you to
marry her. Anybody can see she s

without a flaw, That's the truth, Gray-
don. Your father was wrong in his
desire to make capital of it in connec-
tion with Mrs, Cable. T told him so. 1

don’t believe he knew just what he
was doing; he was so used to success,
you see, Can’t you go to sleep, boy?
You need to.”

“God, no!

“I'd advise you to go home and talk |
it over with your father.”

“Tomorrow will be time enough
after the new spapers are out, I f"ﬁ‘i'f‘
bear to think of the disgrace. Har-
bert has been interviewed, they say.
He's told everything.”

“Talk to your father tonight, my
boy, There may be-—-may be warrants

tomorrow."”

The young man dropped his head on
his arm and burst into tears. OIld
Droom puffed vigorously at his pipe,
his shifting and uncomfortable
Twice he attempted to speak and could |
not, In both instances he arose and |
poked the fire. At last the young
man's choking sobs grew less violent.
Droom cleared his throat with raucous
emphasis, took his snaky gaze from a
print on the wall representing “Dawn"
and spoke:

“You wouldn't think it to look at me
now, or any other time for that mat-
ter, but I loved a woman once—a long
time ago. She never knew it. I didn't
expect her to love me. How could 17
Don’'t cry, Graydon. Yon're not like
I was. The girl you love loves you.
If I were you I'd go ahead
and make her my wife. She's good
enough, I'll swear!”

“She says she can’t marry me, Good
heavens, Elias! You don't know what
a blow it was to her. It almost killed
her. And my own father! Oh, it was
terrible!”

Elias Doom did not tell him—nor
had he ever told any one but himself-
the woman he loved was the
boy's mother. He loved her before and
after she married James Bansemer.
He never had faltered in his love and
reverence for her.

Graydon waited in his rooms until
the old man returned with the morning
papers. As Droom placed them on the
table beside him he grinned cheer-
fully.

“Big headlines, eh? But these are
not a circumstance to what they wil
be. These articles deal only with the
great mystery conceriing the birth of
one of the ‘most beautiful and popular
young wom~n in Chicago.” Walt—walit
until the Bansemer smash comes to re-
enforce the story! Fine reading, eh?”

“Don’'t, Elias, for heaven's sake,
don’t!” cried the young man. “Have
you no soft spot in your heart? 1 be-
lieve you enjoy all this. Look! Look;
what it says about her! The whole
shameful story of that scene last
night! There was a reporter there
when it happened.”

Together they read the papers. Their
comments varied, The young man
writhed and groaned under the revela-
tions that were going to the publie,
The old clerk chuckled and philoso-
phized.

Every one of these papers prcphe-
gled other and more sensational de-
velopments before the day was over.
It promised to be war to the knife be-
tween David Cable, president of the
Pacific, Lakes and Atlantic, and the
man DBansemer. In each interview
with Cable he was quoted as saying
emphatically that the adoption of Jane
had been made with his knowledge

eyes

tng revelatlons were a surprise. ‘There
also was mention of the fact that the
young woman had immediately broken
her engagement with James Banse-
mer's son. There were pictures of the
leading characters in the drama.

“] can't stay . in Chicago after all
this,” exclaimed Graydon, springing to
his feet, his hands clinched in despair,
“To be pointed out and talked about.
To be pitied and scorned! To see the
degradation of my own father! I'll go
anywhere, just so it is away from Chi-
cago.”

Droom forgot his desire to scoff., His
sardonic ssnile dwindled into a ludi-
crously pathetic look of dismay. He
begged the young man to think twice
before he did anything *“foolish.” “In
any event,” he implored, “let me get
you some breakfast, or at least a cup
of coffee.”

In the end he helped Graydon into
his coat and glided off down Waells
. street with him, It was 7 o'clock,
and every corner newsstand glowered
back at them with black frowns as

they looked at the piles of papers.
Two rough looking men walking ahead
of them were discussing the sensation.

A salooy kceper shouted to them, *It

lon't always happen over on de west

tide, does it?"

Graydon went to the office of Clegg,
fGiroll & Davidson early and arranged
his affairs, so that they could be taken
up at once by another, and then, avoid-
ing his fello v workers as much as pos-
sible, prese:ted himself to Mr. Clegg
at 10 o'clock. Wilthout hesitation he
announced his intention to give up his
place in the office. All argument put

( forth by hi* old friend and employer
went for neught. The cause of his ac-
tlon was not discussed, but it was un-

, derstood.
“If you ever want to come back to

us, Graydon, we will welcome you
with open arms, It isn't as bad as
Yyou think.”

‘“You don't understand, Mr. Clegg,”
was all that Graydon could say.

Then ‘he hurried off to face his fa-
ther.

James Bansemer, haggard from loss
of sleep and from fury over the aliena-
tion of his son, together with the fear

the only cost.
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If you average the cost price of J-M AsBesTos ROOFING over
the period of years it is in service,
cheaper to use than any other prepared roofing. Being made of
Asbestos, an indestructible mineral, it is ‘pernmn_enl,ly durable,
and as it does not require any coating or painting, its first cost is
Easily applied by anyone.

ASBESTOSIDE is an Asbestos Sheathing and is the most eco-
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Graydon., “Not like a criminall”

like this. Go!
ness to attend to at once.”

the pistol lay.
you again.
Cables,

girl's father and mother.
can drag them from me!"

dered.
if the answer came,

“Don’'t ask me!"”
“You would be the last I'd tell.”

of what the day might bring, was pac-
ing the floor of his private office. |
Droom had eased his mind but little
In regard to his son. When he heard |
Graydon's voice in the outer room his |

face Dbrightened, and he took several
quick steps toward the door. llv‘

checked himself suddenly with the re-
membrance that his son had turned
against him the night before, and his
face hardened.

Graydon found him standing stern
and unfriendly before the steam radi-
ator inu the darkest corner of the room, |
his hands behind his back. The young
man plumped down heavily in his fa-
ther's desk chair.

“Why didn't you
night?” demanded the other,

“I hated the thought of it,” he an-
swered dejectedly.

“You've listened to their side of the
story. You're a splendid son, you are!”
sneered the father,

“There nothing base and

come home last

is unprin-

| eipled in their side of the story, They
have tried to shield her. They have
never harmed her. But you! Why,
{ father, vou've Dblighted her life for-

ever. They were going to tell her in a
day or so, and they could have made
it easy for her. Not like this! Why, |
in heaven's name, did you strike lu-t"
like that? She's—she's the talk of the
town. She's ostracised, that's what
she is, and she’s the best girl that (-\'('r!
lived!"

“Oh, you think they would have told
her, eh? No! They would have let her,
marry”—

“Well, and what was your position?
Why were you so considerate up to
last night? If you knew, why did you
let me go on so blindly? The truth is,
father, if you must have it, you have
acted like a scoundrel.”

James Bansemer glared at his son,
with murder in his eyes.

“I wouldn't have believed the other
things they say of you if I hadn’t this
to break down my faith. 1 heard this
with my own ears. It was too con-
temptible to forget in a lifetime. I did
not come here to discuss it with you.
The thing is done. I came here to tell
you that I am going to leave Chicago.
You won't go, so I will.,”! Bansemer
still glared at him, but there was
amazement mingling with rage in his
eyes, “I can't look a soul in the face.
I am ashamed to meet the Cables.
yood Lord, I'm afraid even to think of
Jane.”

“I suppose you—you would marry
her, like a fool, even now,” muttered
the father.

“Marry her?  Of course I would. I
love her more than ever, I'd give my
life for her; I'd give my soul to ease
the pain you have thrust upon her.
But it's over between us. Don't let our
affairs worry you. She has ended it
I don't blame her. How could she
marry your son? I have hoped that I
might not be your son, after all.”

Bansemer leaned heavily against the
radiator, gasping for breath. Then he
staggered tuo the couch and dropped
upon it, moaning.

“Graydon, Graydon! Don’'t say that!
Don't! I'll make everything right. I'll
try to undo it all! My boy, you are the
only thing on earth I love. I've been
heartless to all the rest of the world,
but I love you. Don’'t turn against me.”

The son stood looking at him In dull
wonder. His heart was touched. He
had not thought that this stern man
could weep; he began to see the misery
that was breaking him,

“Dad, don't do that,” he sald, start-
ing toward him. “I'm sorry. I'm sor-
ry for you.”

Bansemer leaped to his feet, his
mood changing like a flash.

“l don't want your pity, I want
your love and loyalty. 1 didn’t mean
to be weak. Will you leave Chicago
with me? 1 must go, We'll go at
once—anywhere, ounly together. We
can escape If we start now. Come!”

' ; 0 i exclaimed

| me,

down, his moody gaze upon his father.
Neither spoke for many minutes. Nel-

“No? You won't?" There was no
answer. “Then there's nothing more
to say. Go! Leave me alone. I had

prayed that you might not have been
I have important busi-
He cast
his gaze toward the drawer in which
“I don't expect to see
Take this message to the
Say that I am the only liv-
ing soul who knows the names of that
God alone

Graydon was silent, stunned, bewil-
His father was trembling be-
fore him, and he opened his lips 1o ut-
ter the question that meant so much

cried Bansemer.

“I don't believe you know!” cried
Graydon.

“Ah, you think T'll tell you?" ftri-
umphantly,

“I don't want to know.” He sat

ther had the courage. James Bansemer

finally started up with a quick look
nt the door.
some one in the outer office.
“Go now,” he said harshly.
to be alone.”
“Father, are you

these charges?”

“I want

His father laughed

shortly and extended his hand to the |

young man.
“Don’'t worry about me.

Chicago. TI'll stay! Goodby, Graydon!"

“Goodby, dad!”

They shoc™: hands without flinching,
ind the young man left the room. On
the threshold the father called after
him:

“Where do you expect to go?”

“I don't know.”

Droom was talking to a youth who
held a notebook in his hand and who
appeared frightened and embarrassed.

Droom was speaking to

are you afraid of |

They can't |
down James Bansemer. You may leave |

FAKE PAINTINGS.

One of the Ingenious Tricks of the
Picture Dealer.

The tricks of the pictare dealer?

They are not to be counted. Here is
one that was played quite recently. A
dealer ordered from an artist a tavern
scene in the old Dutch style signed in
the corner with a facsimile of Jan
Steen's signature. When the smoky
look of age had been given it the deal-
er eyed it with approval.

“Splendid!” he said to the needy art-
ist, “It's a pity you shouldn't bave
the credit of it. Pray sign it with your
own name. It may make your reputa-
tion.”

The poor artist, delighted, painted
over the signature of Jan Steen and set
his own name there, Three weeks
later the picture started for New York,
consigned to a Fifth avenue merchant
of paintings. But by the same boat
went an anonymous letter to the cus-
tom house officials warning them that
an attempt was being made to smug-
gle in a chef d'oeuvre of the Dutch
gchool worth $40,000. The picture was
gseized. Experts were called in. They
scraped off the signature of the artist
and found underneath that of Jan
Steen. The importer had to pay a fine
of 50 per cent—that Is, $20,000—and in
addition $8,000 duty. Three days later,
however, he sold his Jan Steen (guar-

| anteed by the United States govern-
ment) for the round sum of $50.000

Thus he made a fair profit, for the orig-

| inal cost of the picture was $14—70
!fmnws pald to the poor devil of an
artist.—Broadway Magazine,
The Sneeze Inopportune.
“Of all the embarrassing predica-

ments, the one that I was Iin was the
worst ever,” said a prosperous down-
town man, addressing his
{ partner in their office on the fifteenth
floor of of the Broadway sky-
‘ scrapers,

business

one

Graydon shook hands with the old | “I ot in the elevator a few moments

s 2 L] - > .

man. Droom followed him into the | oo, po continued, “and the draft as
all

hall. - - we shot roofward caused me to sneeze

If you ever need a friend, Gray- I felt it coming, and as I opened my

"

he said in a low voice, “call on
If I'm not in jail, I'll help you.”

Half an hour later Graydon rang the
Cables' doorbell,

“Miss Jane is not seeing any one to-
day, sir,” said the servant,

“Say that I must see her,” protested
the young man. “I'm going away to-

night.”
1nat arrernoon he eniisted ana the

following morning- was going west-
ward with a party of recruits, bound
eventually for service with the reg-
ulars in the Philippines.

don,

TO BE CONTINUED
State of Ohlo, City of Toledo, |
Lucas County { 88,

Frank J. Cheney makes oath'that he is sen-
lor partner of the firm of F. Cheney & Co.,
doing pusiness in the City of Toledo, County
and State aforesald, and that said firm will
pay the sum of ONE HUNDRED DOLLARS
for each and every cuse of Cattarrh that can-
pnot be.cured by the use of Hall's Catarrh
Cure. FRANK J. CHENEY.

Sworn to before me and subscribed in my

presence, this 6th day of December, A, D,
1886.
A. W. Gleason,
ISEAL.]
Notary Public.

Hall's Catarrh Cure is taken internally,
and acts on the blood and mucous surfaces
of thesystem. Bend for testimonials free.

F. J. Cheney & Co., Toledo, O.
Sold by all Drugglsts, 7hec,
Take Hall's Family Pllls for constipation.

Had Its Limitations.

A Scottish farmer was proudly show-
fng a visitor an antique clock which
had recently come into his possession.

“Isn't that a gran' clock?’ he said.
“I bocht it at an auction sale in the
toon the ither day an' got a rale bar-
galn.”

*“Yés, but does it keep good time?”
the visitor asked.

*“Ah, weel, it's no good enough to
catch a train or that sort o' thing, but
good enough to get up to yer breakfast
wi.”

A Budding Philologist.
Bobble, aged five, saw a cow grazing
in his mother's flower garden and
shouted: “Scat! Scat!”
The cow didn’t seem to be much in-
timidated and calmly ate on, Three-

year-old Mary, dancing with excite- |

ment, exclaimed: “Tell him to ‘scow.’
Wobble; tell him to ‘scow’l”—Dell

1

mouth for a hearty ‘achu’ out popped
my $150 set of false teeth, Say, when
that car full of silly stenographers be-
gan to snicker | could have gone
| through a keyhole without touching
sides, top or bottom!"—New York
Globe.

Forces a Discharge.

“The Japanese servant has many cu-
rlous traits,” said the man who keeps
one, “besides his constant habit of eat-
ing raw fish, but he is Inordinately po-
lote, as a rule. For instance, he never
will give you notice that he wishes to
leave you. Instead his work will grow
steadily worse and worse till you can’t
stand it any longer, and so you fire
him. It's always done purposely - to
avoid the necessity of telling you out-
right that he is tired of you and wants
to quit.”

Social Analogy.

Mrs. Subbubs—That Mrs. Newcome
Just moved into the Dudley’s old house
on Saturday, so 1 called today. Mr,
Subbubs—Well, well, how like poker this
social game is! Mrs. Subbubs—How
do you mean? Mr. Subbubs—Why, in
poker you also “call” when you want
to see what the other person’s got.—
Philadelphia Press.

The Missing Feature.
“That meadow scene looks far from
patural,” declared the stage manager.
“What can ail it?”
“Begosh, 1 believe it's the absence of
tdvertising signs!”—Loulsville Courier-
Journal.

Sneaky.
Magistrate—Sneaky sort of man?
What do you mean, sir? Witness—
Well, sorr, he's the sort of man that'll
never look ye straight in the face until
your back’s turned.”

There's no phosphorescence in flow-
ers to speak of, but they may lighten
up msny a darkened spot in life.—
Manchester Unjfon.

Gamekeeper (to cockney sgportsmanj
—If you don't hit a hare the first shot,
fire the other barrel at him!

Sportsman—And if I miss him, then
what shall I do?

Gamekeeper—Then—then you might
throw your gun ut him!—London Tele-
graph.

A Broken Back. 0 A

That pain in your back caused
lumbago, stiff muscles or = lﬂ:ﬁ,l
is an easy thing to get rid of, Ballard
Snow Liniment cures rh sm, lum
and stiff muscles, strair
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